MORNING

naive as you will ever represent the Court of St James's
in Paris."

" Never mind about me," he said impatiently. " We
can't always judge people on conventional lines. We
must sometimes use our imagination. You never seemed
to be the average, dried~up official. That's why I came
to you. But you might have been withering in a blasted
office all your life. I can't make you out."

" Luckily that won't prejudice your diplomatic career.
But speaking as somebody about twenty years older than
yourself who has made the most infernal mess of his own
career, I must insist that what will prejudice your diplo-
matic career quite hopelessly is a quixotic interest in pretty
little blonde actresses of doubtful nationality who manage
to leave enemy capitals in mid-war, travelling with false
passports."

" I quite agree with you," said Arthur. " And that's
why I want to get her to England. It's for my own sake
just as much as hers. I'm not being quixotic. Pm madly
in love with this girl."

" Madly in love, eh ? " Waterlow echoed. " Gad, I
half envy you, Arthur," he said with a sigh, " Still I
don't feel that a hopeless passion of this kind will appeal
to the romantic heart of the Permanent Under-Secretary."

Arthur flushed.   His vanity had been stung,

" It's not a hopeless passion," he exclaimed angrily.
" The girl is just as much in love with me as I am with
her."

Waterlow began to hum one of the airs from Traviata.

"Oh, no, she's not nearly as sophisticated as that,"
said Arthur.   " I wish you'd consent to see her for your-
self.   You'd be moved by her helplessness.   I know you
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